DIPLOMAT	85
"Still the rebellious Okuge-sama, ha, ha."
"Now, now, josho" With a more amicable gesture he beckoned to
her. "Now, send your messenger once more to Tama and tell her that
I have a young friend—"
"Why don't you say Monsieur Saionji?" a giggling geisha inter-
rupted.
"All right. Monsieur Saionji, with me tonight—I want her to meet
him and entertain him."
The giggling began again.
"What's the matter, children?" Ito beamed at them.
"Who doesn't know that Tama-san is always talking about Mon-
sieur?"
"What?" Another shout frightened the girls.
"Why didn't you tell me before? You get out, all of you, and stay
out until I call you again."
Like the cars of rice bending backwards in a heavy autumn wind,
they fled from the room.
"Well, Saionji-san, this is a little harmless mischief after a hard day's
work on tremendous national affairs," the half-drunken Ito continued
when they were alone- "And now, have you made up your mind?'*
"About what?"
Ito smiled. The master of political strategy changed from direct at-
tack to a flanking manoeuvre behind the smoke screen of amatory
interests*
"Well, of course, about Tama. After hearing what I did, I guess
you have won her/' Malice and triumph were in his voice. He drew
out a pair of imported cigars, one for himself, and the other for
his friend.
"Huh, I thought you meant your proposal"
The Councillor smiled again.
Iron was to be hammered into a mould while it was hot-but care-
fully.
"Oh, let's have more sake." He poured liquor into Saionji's cup and
then into his own, "By the way, from your academic point of view
on a constitution, if we should, as I hinted, adopt one right away, what
model would you recommend?*'
Saionji felt the pall of subtle flattery descend on him, but he seemed
helpless: "I can't recommend any basic law without some modification*
A constitution is the outgrowth of political traditions of any particular
people* Therefore, many things must be considered, and we must study

